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expecting to remember seeing this new acquaintance
in some such lofty position. " We will drink yet more
ale together."
Archibald, after taking due care that his glass should
be quite ready for refilling, fumbled in his pocket.
" I have a few visiting cards left/' he said. " Here
is one for you. You may keep it."
"That is a beautiful card/' remarked the Malay,
admiringly, gazing at it at arm's length.
" One dollar twenty the hundred only," said Archi-
bald, in a satisfied voice. " There's a great demand
for them, I fin', in Singapore."
"What does the 'A' mean?"
" I have the honour to offer you my cigarettes,"
said Archibald Podd, hastily producing a paper pack-
age. " You will fin' them good. No cheap muck for
we detectives, doan* you know. Up in Borneo Mr
Podd is well known, but in Singapore not so. So I
have had these cards made so that my best friends
can remember who I am."
" Podd .. . Podd ,.. Podd . .." repeated the Malay,
in an effort after memorizing the name. " Podd . . .
Podd."
" Think of the sweet-pea flower/' advised Archibald,
his face glowing.
*' I will," promised the other. " You must not forget
my name either. Mr Lochinvar M'Whizzle knows me
well."
"I was not aware of that," exclaime'd Archibald,
surprised.
"Mention Hadji Mahomet of Singapore to him,"
said the Malay, " and you'll see how happy he looks."